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f 
And digge deep trenches in thy beauties field, 
Thy youthes proud livery ſo gaz'd on now, 
Will be a totter'd weed of ſmal worth held: 
Then, being aſkt, where all thy heautie lies, 5 
Where all the treaſure of thy luſty daies ; : 
To ſay within thine owne deepe-ſunken eyes, 
Were an alleating ſhame, and thriſtleſſe 


Pie. 


How much more praiſe deſeru'd thy be ls vie, 


If thou couldſt anſwere, this faire child of mine 


Shall ſum my count, and make my old excuſe, 
Proouing his beautie by ſucceſſion thine. - ” 

This were to be new. made when thou art ould, 

And ſee thy blood warme when thou feel'ſt it could. 
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* Born 1564; died 1616, : 
7. U, where. 
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ON HIS MISTRESS, THE QUEEN OF BOHEMIA, 
BY SIR HENRY WOT TON, kr.“ 


f You meaner beauties of the night, | 

That poorly ſatisfie our eyes, 4 

More by your number, than your light, 75 
You common people of the ſcies, 


meta 5 


You curious chanters of the wood, 
5 That warble forth Dame Natures lays, 
Thinking your voices underſtood, | 
By your weak accents ; what's your praiſe 
When Philomel her voice ſhall raiſe? 10 


You violets, that firſt appear, 
Buy your pure purple mantles known, 
Like the proud virgins of the year, 
As if the ſpring were all your own, 
What are you when the Roſe is blown? 15 
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4 | * Born 1568 ; died 1639. , 
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: JONSON. 

To be the treas'rer of his name, 
His name, that cannot fade, ſhall be 
An everlaſting monument go thee. 
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TO HIS SON, VINCENT CORBET. 
BY RICHARD CORBET, BISHOP OF NORWICH. * 


Wu AT I ſhall leave thee none can tell, 
But all ſhall ſay I wiſh thee well: 
I with thee (Vin) before all wealth, 


- Both bodily and ghoſtly health : 


Nor too much wealth, nor wit, come to thee, 5 
So much of either may undo thee. 

I wiſh thee learning, not for ſhow, 8 
Enough for to inſtruct, and know; — 

Not ſuch as gentlemen require, | 

To prate at table or at fire. 10 
T wiſh thee all thy mothers graces, 


Thy fathers fortunes, and his places. 


I with thee friends, and one at court, 

Not to build on, but ſupport ; 

To keep thee, not in doing many 5 15 
Oppreſſions, but from ſuffering any. | 
I wiſh thee peace in all ti V ways, 
Nor lazy, nor contentious days ; 
And, when thy ſcul and body part, 


- + 


T3 


2 


= 


SONGS. 


BY THOMAS CARE, ESQ,* 


MURDRING BEAUTY, _. 
I. gaze no more on her bewitching face, 
Since ruine harbours there in every place: 
For my enchanted ſoul alike ſhe drowns 
With calms and tempeſts of her ſmiles and frowns. 
T1 love no more thoſe cruel eyes of hers, 5 
Which, pleas'd or anger'd, ſtill are murderers. 
For if ſhe dart (like lightning) thro' the ayr 
Her beams of wrath, ſhe kils me with deſpair; 
If ſhe behold me F- W ] ].j 
I ſurfet with exceſſß joy, rk | 
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How ill doth he deſerve a lover's name, 
. Whoſe pale weak flame 
Cannot retain © 

His heat in ſpight of abſence or diſdain; N 

But doth at once, like paper ſet on fire, T 
Burn and expire! ” F 

True love can never change his fest, 

Nor did he ever love that could retreat. 

That noble flame, which my breſt keeps alive, 7 

4 Shall ſtill ſurvive 10 | 

When my ſoule's fled ; 

Nor ſhall my love dye when my bodye's dead ; N 

1 | ve) fade. 
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WALLER, 


OF A TREE CUT IN PAPER, 


BY THE SAME. 


AC 4 


Fix hand! that can on virgin-paper write, 
Vet from the ſtain of ink preſerve it white; 
Whoſe travel o're that filver field does ſhow, 
Like track of leveretts in morning ſnow. 
Love's image thus in pureſt minds is wrought, 
Without a ſpot, or blemiſh, to the thought. 


© Without the of colours, or of oyl! 


” pn 
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Strange that your fingers ſhould the pencil foyl, 


For, though a paif\ter boughs and leaves gan make, 
Tis you alone can make them bend and ſhake: 


Whoſe breath ſalutes your new-created grove, 


Like ſouthern winds, and makes it gently move. 
Orpheus could make the forreſt dance; but you 


i 


Can make the , too. 
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BY JOHN MILTON,* f 


H ENCE, loathed Melancholy ! 
Of Cerberus and blackeſt midnight born, 1 
In Stygian cave forlorn, 
beer A AYE and ghtsunholy; 
Find out ſom uncouth cell, 5 
| Wher brooding Darkneſs ſpreads bis jealous wings . 
And the night-raven ſings; - * R 
There under Ebon ſhades, and low-broy\-rocks, 
8 As ragged as thy locks, his _— 
In dark Cimmerian deſert ever dwell. 10 
But com thou goddeſs fair and free, 
: In heav'n ycleap'd Euphroſyne, " | 
* And by men, heart-eaſing Mir tn 
6 Whom lovely Venus, at a birth, TIE # 
| With two fiſter Graces more, 15 
To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore; N — 
Or whether (as ſom ſager ſing) 
EE The frolick wind that breathes the ſpring, : 
Z.ephir, with Aurora playing, 
As he met her once a maying, 20 
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be Bors 1608; died 1674. 
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Practice joined to Theory. 


CALCULATED - 
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